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TO VICTORIA, QUEEN OF GREAT 
BRITAIN. 

ALL hail thee, gracious Lady I star of our little land I 
The free-hom Sons of Britain, a brave unfettered 
band. 

Yes yes ; the British Nation is a noble, bonny thing, 
Her sons to majesty and might with trustful homage cling. 
We're not too proud and scornful to bend and bow to laws, 
To uphold our Sovereign Lady — and her good and right- 
ful cause. 

AU hail thee, Queen of England — ^brave hearts the true 
and free, 

The noble hearts of Britain all cleave and cling to thee. 

Fear not, bright Queen of England I let no shade nor 
shadow dwell 

Upon the ocean of thine heart ; we love thee much too well. 
We are a goodly people, and we have a goodly Queen, 
And we'll uphold her on her throne right royally, I ween. 
We've seen enough of anarchy to mar its seeming mirth ; 
For France is full one hundred years gone back upon the 
earth I 

A 2 
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God save thee, Queen Victoria, nor fear but that the free, 
The loyal hearts of Britain will cleave and cling to thee. 

Old England is a happy land, that knows and feels its 
power ; 

'Tis no sport for revolutions; no creature of an hour ; 
Its brave hearts are its bulwarks, and it braves the whole 

world's shock, 
Which falls about as harmless as a billow on a rock. 
God save thee, merry England! thou art a happy land; 
Thy free-bom sons a trustful and a brave and loyal band. 
God save thee, Queen Victoria I nor fear but that the free, 
The noble hearts of Britain will cleave and cling to thee. 

Joy wait thee, gracious Lady I thy banner woos the breeze ; 
The lion-flag of England is unfurled upon the seas. 
What matters it how nations with dissensions may be torn ? 
Believe it. Sovereign Lady — British hearts are better borii. 
We cleave to those who care for us, and love our gentle 



And well uphold her on her throne right royally, I ween. 
God save thee. Queen Victoria I fear not, for hearts, the free. 
The trustful hearts of Britain all cleave and cling to thee. 



Queen, 



MY BROTHER DROWNED IN THE 



R. M. S. P. « TWEED" 1846. 



Beneath the wand'ring ocean's wave ? 
Could there be found no other pillow 
To lull thee, dear one, but the billow ? 




Y brother, is thy lowly grave 
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And can it be that thou art dead, 
Without one word of comfort said 
To cheer thee on that lonely track ? 
Ah I Richard, canst thou not come back ? 

I could have borne to see thee die 
With friends, and aid, and comfort nigh ; 
That feeling were akin to bliss, 
And happiness compared to this : 
Afar, upon the wat'ry main 
To meet death's agony and pain, 
And down upon a rock-bound bed 
To join Creation s mighty dead I 

Thou wert so hopeful, true, and brave^ 
And yet to sleep beneath the wave. 
No church-yard stone to mark the spot 
That covers o'er thy lowly lot I 
Nothing can aid thee, dear one, now. 
The light has parted from thy brow, 
And mournfully the wild winds wave 
Around my poor lost brother's grave. 

Not long ago I saw thee stand 

In blue cloth clothes, and cap and band, 

So blithely on the quarter-deck, 

Awhile before that fatal wreck. 

But who can tell what thou didst feel 

When clinging to that paddle-wheel? 

Amidst the foaming waters dash* 

The thunder's sdund, the lightning's flash I 
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High-hearted one of earth, £mwe11y 
The sea struck out thy funeral kneU, 
And mournfully thy requiem toll'd 
When mighty hillows o'er thee rolled ; 
That fated bark went down at sea 
With souls in number seventy-three, 
And, Richard, thou hast found a grave 
Beneath the wand*ring ocean's wave I 



HEARTS THAT DO NOT CHANGE. 

A DOWN the vale all fair things glide. 
Borne onward by Time's rapid tide. 
Away to come no more ; 
And vainly do we mourn, and think. 
And trouble, o'er each fading link, 
That binds the chain of yore. 

Yet we must grieve for friends that fade. 
The friends we knew before the shade 

Of dark distrust had gleamed ; 
Or that sad thought had taken birth. 
That hearts most prized upon the earth 

Were not what they had seemed. 

For of all things that mortals know. 
To gem the pathway here below 

In all this world s wide range ; 
There come no boons so bright and true. 
So fair and faultless in their hue. 

As hearts that do not change. 
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THE BLIND ONE. 

I CANNOT see the skies above, 
The stars, the waning moon ; 
Nor can I view thy looks of love, 
Lost unto me so soon. 

Fanny I how soon the days flew by 
With their fair, rays of light I 

When I could gaze with loving eye 
On thee, my fair and bright. 

I hear thee, and this fond, sad heart 

Knows it is not alone ; 
It knows that nought but Death will part 

The Blind One, from his own. 



I LOVE THE GENTLE MOONLIGHT. 

I LOVE the gentle moonlight, 
When its veil of tranquil mirth 
Upon the laughing sunlight 
Has arisen on the earth. 
I love to see its shadows fall 
With undulating motion, 
Alike on cot and castle-hall. 
And on the trembling ocean. 

Far out upon the billow 
My lone canoe and I, 
Ad 
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The wild wave for a pillow, 
The sea-mew glancing nigh. 

Commend me to the moonlight 
With a bark upon the sea, 

The tranquil, happy moonlight 
That is the time for me ! 



THE BEAUTIFUL. 

HOW beautiful, and bright, and fair, 
The impress that " God's" mercies beiar ! 
His pencil paints the blooming flowers 
That laugh beneath the summer hours : 
It is his fragrance that the rose, 
Upon the wind so freely throws ; 
Alike beneath His powerful hand 
The hills and mountains at command, 
Arose in majesty and height. 
Mementoes of his power and might ; 
The young moon shining up on high. 
The snow-capped pillars of the sky, 
The hopes that rise when troubles darkle. 
The glow-worm lights that gleam and sparkle ; 
The Borealis' lovely light 
That crimsons o'er the Northern night ; 
The ignis-fatuus of the fen 
That dances o'er the lonely glen ; 
All tell the power of that high hand 
That holds us in its great command. 
To love all beauty, is a joy 
That savors least of earth's alloy ; 
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A chain of love it seems to fling 

Around all Nature's offering. 

It is a remnant of that state, 

Ere sin and woe and strife l^ad date ; 

A lingering memory of the itght 

That shone around man's first hirthright ; 

Oh ! it with joy can gild the span 

Of e'en the loneliest, lowliest man ! 



THERE ARE SOME HEARTS 
CANNOT FORGET. 

THERE are some hearts cannot forget 
Although they may forgive ; 
May pardon all the past, hut yet 
Its memory must live. 

Nor were it wise, nor well to choose 

Oblivion's ray to cast 
Upon the bygone, and to lose 

Experience from the past. 

Forgive but not forget ; 'tis vain 

For mortal to suppose. 
He ever can put back again 

The dew upon the rose. 
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WHAT ART THOU, LIFE? 

WHAT art thou, Life ? the wild bird's wing 
That flaps the gale of laughing spring ; 
The winds that o*er the ocean play 
To waft the lone bark on its way ; 
The steed that snorts beneath the sky 
Of fair and blooming Araby ; 
The fawn that spurns the mountain dew 
From the thick brake he dashes through ; 
Man, mighty man, who bears the ray 
Of Knowledge, on his spirit's way, 
Sent forth by the AU-Powerful Hand, 
That holds Creation at command : 
All tell of life ; yet what the spell 
We strive and strive in vain to tell ! 
To live, to love, to think and feel. 
To suffer woe, and bask in weal, 
All do, and then forsooth they die 
And in the cold earth lowly lie, 
And coming souls with feelings rife 
Demand again, Say, what is life ? 
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CHILD AND MOTHER- 
CHILD. 




OW tell me, pretty Mother, why my Father comes 
not back ? 



I never hear his well known step upon the beaten track, 
Nor do I hear the much loved tones of my dear Father's 
voice ; 

Sweet Mother, tell me when he comes, oh I how I shall 
rejoice I 

For you are looking wretched no w ; I see no more the mirth 
Which used to make a heaven below, a paradise of earth. 
And I remember very well that last, sad, mournful day, 
He kissed me, and he promised me, not long to stay away ; 
And that is a long time ago ; and yet he does not come I 
Oh I Mother, call him here to me ; I wish him to come home I 

The garden is all fresh and fair ; the little wild birds sing. 
And flutter in the balmy air on liglit and joyous wing. 
And I have watched the flowers unfold, and tended well 
the spot 

Where grow the lone white lily, and the blue forget-me-not. 
My Father used to love me, and I knew so much of joy ; 
He very often called me too, his little *^ sailor-boy." 
And said when I became a man, and was both strong and 
brave. 

That I should go and live with him upon the ocean wave. 
So say, mine own sweet Mother, where can my Father be, 
I very much wish him to come, and live again with me. 
a4 
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MOTHER. 

He cannot come, my gentle boy, he sleeps within a 
grave, 

Beneath the dark, blue billows, of the wandring ocean's 
wave. 

There rose a wild and fearfdl stdrm, upon the surging sea, 
And Raynaulthealas ! my child, can come no more to thee ; 
The wind sighs out a requiem, around a rock-bound bed. 
Where he is sleeping lowly, mine the worshipped and the 
dead. 

And lovingly the twinkling stars, at night, shine o'er the 
pillow 

Where he unto Death's voiceless rest, is cradled by the 
billow. 

The sails once set toDeath's lone shore, we never can untack; 
AndRaynaultheis dead, my child I he never can come back. 

And oh ! the way of life to me, is so beclouded o'er, 
Love, light, and joy and happiness, arise for me no more* 
It matters not how lovingly, and fair, the soft wind blows, 
There is alas ! no sunshine now, to smile upon the rose. 
It does but add a pang of woe, to think 'twill soon be o'er, 
That shortly on the earth thou'lt have a parent kind no 
more ; 

And I have wept in anguish thro' the long, long hours 
of night 

In woe for thee my lone, fair child, my brilliant star of light ! 
For Raynault, in the wide, wide world, thou wilt be all alone, 
When I am in my dark, cold grave ; my beautiful I my own I 
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STANZAS TO WAVERLEY. 

I'LL tune my harp to a lightsome lay, 
To sing unto thee, sweet Waverley. 
Thy beauty would tell of other times. 
Of softer lights and sunnier climes. 
I have wandered far, with feelings bland, 
By the fair shores of my Fatherland; 
But still unto thee my heart will stray, 
Beautiful I beautiful Waverley I 

How much of romance the heart enthrals 
That ponders awhile o'er thy Abbey walls ; 
How many the ancient things that rise 
'Neath the wand of fancy's varied dyes; 
When the storm, the calm, the sun and shower. 
All chanced as now in the olden hour. 
And the convent monks wore cowls of gray, 
In the lovely land of Waverley. 

The violet rears its blushing head 
By the coffin-stones of the mighty dead; 
And the ivy clings to the crumbling walls, 
Where to-wit, too-woo, the lone owl calls ; 
And bat and bittern come out at night 
To bask awhile in the fair moon-light ; 
And enjoy themselves in dark array 
By the Abbey-walls of Waverley. 
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A time sball come, when thou wilt not be; 
The chaos of dim futurity 
Shall march at length with a sombre pall. 
And cast its mantle of night o'er all ; 
When the fair things of the earth, I ween. 
The boldest sight, the loveliest scene. 
Alike unto thee shall pass away, 
Beautiful I beautiful Wayerley I 



FAINT NOT UPON THE ROAD. 

ART thou ruler, plunged, perplexed, 
Amidst the conflict of the state ? 
With thy troubled spirit vexed, 
'Neath a nation's mighty weight ? 

Art thou poet, weary-hearted, 
With strange sorrow at thy breast. 

Thy brilliant hopes of life departed, 
And sunk down in gloom to rest ? 

Art thou wanderer, sad and lonely, 

With no star to guide thee on, 
Deeming life a desert only, 
. No bright spot to look upon ? 

Yet oh I trust the Arm above thee I 
Bow not down beneath thy load. 

Heaven has a kind friend to love thee, 
Therefore faint not on the road* 



Digitized by GoOgIC 



Fugitive Poems. 17 



THE ABSENT ONES. 

AMIDST the bright, the free, the gay, 
How often do we turn away 
From all assembled near ; 
And, passing by all present things, 
How rapturously the bosom clings 
To those who are not here ; 

The Absent Ones ; whose flags unfurled. 
Are streaming on the wide, wide world, 

Breasting its waves of strife ; 
Struggling amidst its bubbting foam 
To keep their footing on that home. 

The Battle-field of life. 



TO THE FLOWERS. 

YE turn not away from earth's humble sons, 
But around them with balmy breath 
Ye shed out your sweetness, ye lovely ones. 
And ye scorn not the grasp of death. 

Ye lift up your heads in high, lordly domes ; 

And ye never from want recoil, 
For ye brightly smile in the cottage-homes 

Of the weary children of toil. 
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And oh I your gentle example should bring 
To our hearts this lesson of love; 

To turn not in pride from the lowliest thing 
Implanted on earth from Above. 



SOMBRERO. 

WHERE sweeps the wildly raging sea, 
By the far shores of Caribbee, 
There is a barren, lonely rock, 
That echoes to the billows' shock. 
It seems a spot at random hurled, 
A speck upon the wat'ry world ; 
A blot upon the ocean wide 
That woos the sea-bird for its bride ; 
Where proudly dash with frenzy frantic, 
The bold waves of the broad Atlantic. 
No grateful waters gently flow, 
Widiin that isle of Sombrero ; 
No cooling shades arise to shed, 
Their freshness o'er a traveller's head ; 
Nor lovingly do fishes glide 
Within its deep and stormy tide ; 
The sea-gulls screech upon its shore 
Amid its bubbling water's roar; 
And ships scarce note as on they go, 
The sullen shores of Sombrero. 

A summer day is on the wane ; 
Far out upon the wat'ry main. 
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Triumphantly the sunheams rest 
Upon the mighty ocean's hreast. 
A man of war is on the sea, 
By that lone isle of Caribhee. 
A sailor-lad in jacket blue. 
Is hurried by the captain's crew, 
Within that vessel's pilot boat. 
They pull away, they are afloat ; 
Obedient to their lord and chief 
They bear away a branded thief. 
His features tell the dark despair, 
His harrowed feelings wildly wear I 
For well he knows his coming doom 
To range that wide and barren tomb. 
And dwell afar from friendship's smile. 
Alone upon that rocky isle I 

The Sun went down beneath the sea 

That lashed the isle of Caribhee ; 

The moon rose o'er the deep, blue waves 

That wandered by the mermaid's caves ; 

The young stars looked with twinkling eyes 

From out the portals of the skies; 

The sea-weed clave unto the rock. 

That laughed to scorn the billow's shock. 

Night followed on the hours of day, 

That saw that vessel on its way ; 

And there had come a cry of woe 

From off the isle of Sombrero ; 

A long heart-breaking cry of grief, 

From that poor, lone, abandoned thief. 
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And is it thus ? can mortal, can 
He thus presume to place a ban 
So dire upon his fellow-man ? 
It is a holy thing, right laws 
Are made to judge the sinner's cause; 
'Tis right that rule should hold its way, 
And that the offender should obey ; 
And bow beneath the hand of power, 
That oft averts the evil hour ; 
Prevents the dark, untoward deed. 
That but for it would oft succeed. 
Yet this no heart will e'er gainsay, 
That justice should hold on its way ; 
That punishment may not be more 
Than the whole sin that went before. 

Look in the book of record, there 
How every page with love is fair. 
" If ye forgive not, why should ye 
Expect to have forgiveness free." 
And yet of all the things that live, 
Man only loves not to forgive. 
To pass it by the slight or wrong 
Commixing it love's stores among ; 
In memory of that gentle creed 
Do unto others in their need. 
What ye would have them do indeed," 
If e'er your hearts with woe should bleed. 
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LOUIS PHILIPPE. 

THE Monarch's heart beats high, 
All bends beneath his rod. 
Earth holds no dynasty 

More proud than his synod. 
Power, wealth, is at command, 

Might reigns around his throne j 
Alike in every land 

His sovereignty is known. 

His ships sail on the sea, 

His tall flag woos the wind, 
The ablest King is he 

Of all proud human-kind. 
His counsellors are wise. 

His trumpet sounds, and then 
Full suddenly uprise 

Four hundred thousand men. 

A storm lowers in the sky. 

Dissenting lightmngs play. 
Rebellion's voice grows high, 

The crown has pass'd away. 
Where is the man of state ? 

A fugitive unknown, 
« With Barrot at his gate, 

Lamartine by his throne." 
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THE WEDDING. 

IT was a pretty pageant ; for a young and gentle bride 
Knelt down before the altar with a bridegroom by 
her side. [endow, 
With the wealth of power and riches with which her to 
And gild the Orange-blossoms that were circling round 
her brow. ' 

And the hearts of home were round her, the worshipped 
and the true, 

The cherished hearts who fade not from their fair, unfal- 
t'ring hue. 

She was a gentle maiden, and they led her forth a gem 
That monarchs might have envied to bedeck a diadem. 
It was a pretty pageant ; and oh ! happy may it be. 
This fair and goodly wedding of the hearts of high degree. 

The carriages on carriages poured on in long array, 
It was a gay and gorgeous scene of pomp and proud display; 
The sun shone bright and brilliantly within the summer 

skies, [dyes. 
And tipped the wedding favours with its tinge of golden 
The bells rang out all joyously upon the balmy air; 
And 'tis a gentle sound of love their calm, sweet measures 

bear: 

A promise of the future, and of happiness to come, 
Within the untried mansion of the stranger's far-ofP home. 
It was a pretty pageant ; and oh I happy may it be, 
This fair and goodly wedding of the hearts of high degree! 
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KINDNESS. 



INDNESS— oh I what a gentle boon thou art ! 



XV Thou better portion of the human heart. 
Oh I I do bold it a most noble deed 



I wonder why it is some hearts are stern, 

And find it difficult love's way to learn ? 

As if it were a lesson from a book, 

Beneath the wandVing glance of school-boy^s look. 

A something thrown away, or cast aside ; 

Not hailed a beacon-light, life's way to guide. 

A noble standard-work, by which to ken 

The ways and actions of our fellow-men : 

Looking into ourselves ; rememb'ring well 

How many follies in our own hearts dwell. 

Ah ! surely this sufficient cause should give 

That we each other's frailties all forgive, 

And in the bond of holy Kindness live. 




To act in union with thy holy creed. 



BARTAN GREY. 




THE brilliant sunbeam's varied dyes 
Shone in the bright Norwegian skies, 
And many a fair reflection gave 
Where sunlight laughed upon the wave ; 
The wooing winds the billows kiss'd, 
As hurriedly they onwards hiss'd, 
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In haste their rushing course to hold 
Where the hroad, mighty ocean roU'd. 
Fair, joyous sounds of creature-mirth 
Resounded o'er the tranquil earth; 
And on the ear the hreezes hore 
The MsBlstroom's deep and solemn roar : 
And many a gay and fluttering thing 
Went dancing hy on joyous wing. 
But who comes here with hasty stride, 
In all the joy of youthful pride? 
A cap and plume hedeck the hrow. 
Where happiness is beaming now ; 
Right deftly grand is his array, 
For he who comes is Bartan Grey I 
His dark locks woo the summer wind, 
The locks a mother's fingers twined ; 
And round the brow in order set. 
That owns an Earldom's coronet. 
List ye I a song upon the breeze 
Is wafted o'er the rippling seas. 

Song. 

Norwegia's woods are dark and deep 
Where wild bird's notes are sounding ; 

Her mountain heights are tall and steep 
Where the fleet red roe is bounding. 

But Ben Venue in mighty guise 

Towers up in lordly glory, 
And stands beneath old Cambria's skies 

Like story built on story. 
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Norwegia's sons are free and gay, 

And joyful in their gladness, 
But not so blithe as Bartan Grey, 

For he knows nought of sadness. 

Old Cambria is his mountain home, 

Amidst the kilt and tartan, 
And ancient is the princely dome, 

The heritage of Bartan I 

The strain had ceased, and o'er the main 
Its notes re-echoed back again. 
The young boy seized a light canoe, 
Swift from the shore the frail bark flew. 
And lovingly the summer sun 
The lad to drowsy slumbers won. 

The hoarse wind howls — the wild wave's shock 
Is beetling on the stony rock. 
Dirge-like amidst the bubbling foam. 
The mournful billows sigh and moan : 
A requiem floats upon the waves 
Throughout the mermaid's coral caves. 
For Bartan Grey hath found a pillow 
Beneath the surging, heaving billow. 
The cap and plume, and light canoe 
The whirling whirlpool's eddies drew. 
And low beneath the yawning tide 
The Earldom's scion doth abide. 

The black steed neighs within his stall, 
The cap hangs in the lone Duke's hall; 
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0*er mountain heights the pheasants call, 

The gun hangs idly on the wall ; 

The howling dogs impatient wait, 

And bay within the castle gate ; 

The hooded Falcon sits at rest 

And plumes her sharp beak on her breast ; 

The velvet vest and deft array 

Are tenantless of Bartan Grey. 

The Baron's heart bows down in grief, 

The Tartans wail their promised chief ; 

The song of revelry hath fled, 

The mountain boy is with the dead ! 



THE DIRGE OF DEATH. 
All die — the sombre and the fair. 

OH I listen, high-born sons of clay, 
Who lord it on the earth, 
And by your scornful deeds pourtray 

The mightiness of birth ; 
Oh ! listen, lonely sons of toil. 

Hard workers for your bread. 
Nor from the mighty words recoil, 
Mankind shall join the dead ! 

The ancient people, young and old. 

Sons of the by-gone day. 
Who once, as you, were brave and bold. 

Say, mortals, where are they ? 
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And ye alike the lone bell's bomb 

Is borae upon the air, 
And ye within the long, last home 

Become but things that were. 

The sun shines on a battle-field 

Where gory victims sleep, 
Broken alike each sword and shield 

Whilst friends in sadness weep. 
And mourn the loved so soon should die 

And quickly weave the web 
Of coming immortality 

With life's last closing ebb. 
They started forth but yesterday, 

A gay and glorious company. 
In bright and valorous array, 

To shout the shout of victory. 
But they all tumbled side by side. 

And with their partmg breath. 
As at the front of war they died. 

They sang the Dirge of Death ! 
All die ! the sombre and the fair ! 

Hence — where away ? unknown t 
One hour a garb of light we wear, 

The neit we dwell alone. 
So let us live — that when the dart 

Of death life's strings shall sever, 
The soul, that all immortal part. 

On high may dwell for ever. 
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THE DESERT HORSE- 

THEY tied him up iu a lonely stall, 
The horse of the Arab plain, 
And they bound his mighty heart in thrall 

Alike with the curb and rein. 
They led him forth at a measured pace. 

With a stranger for a guide. 
Afar, away from his ancient race. 
By the desert roaming wide. 

He fumed and chafed for the far-off home 

Where his bounding youth was spent. 
Where the wide, free earth was his to roam 

With the wandering Arab's tent. 
He pined in grief, and he burst their sway, 

And he bowed his glossy head, 
A mom arose on a sunless day. 

For the desert horse was dead, 



MONODY. 

AND thou art gone, esteemed one. 
Thy course along life thou hast run ; 
Thy earthly hopes are passed away. 
Closed is thy morning, shut thy day. 
Oh t gently rest thee, sleeper dear. 
This world b passing lone and drear; 
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Well filled with toil and bitter care, 
Where every mortal has his share, 
For who shall tell another's woe ? 
Or say where mis'ry does not flow ? 

Grandfather, thou wert loved below; 
And many bowed in grief and woe 
When from the shaft the arrow sped 
That numbered thee amidst the dead ; 
And laid thee lowly in the tomb 
Enshrouded by Death's voiceless gloom. 
Sleep gently in thy quiet bed ; 
Sleeper, rest thy weary head. 
Earth's troubles cannot greet thee now. 
Nor bind again thy throbbing brow. 

Succeeding years will soon be gone. 
As wave on wave they still roll on. 
And leave, as fleet they pass away. 
No trace of man's forgotten day. 
The fate of man thou too must share, 
Though bright the page, the record fair, 
Oblivion soon will sear the sheet, 
The eye is doomed no more to meet. 
But gently take thy rest awhile. 
Thy name is pure, and free from guile. 

My simple lay I give to thee, 
For thou wert oft a friend to me. 
Thy blessing rested on my head, 
And soon thou wert amid the dead. 
I never met thine eye again. 
It closed in agony and pain. 
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The wind now sweeps around thy bedy 
And softly rocks thy slumbering head ; 
The bird of night is shrieking near. 
But gently rest thee, sleeper dear I 

TO THE HOP PLANTERS, 

YE planter-men, a cloud is in your sky ; 
And much we fear as it is hov'ring nigh 
That it may burst with mightiness and power. 
And mar the sunshine of your fortune's hour. 
Then woe to all, no class alone will feel, 
For all claim kindred with each other's weal ; 
The cotter-man, the noble in his hall. 
Alike all rise with rise, and fall with fall. 
Now think a little— hops are overdone. 
The trade is choked, consumption overrun ; 
The brewers say they hold upon their hands 
SufBiciency for full three years' demands. 
Not only are the present prospects dark 
But for the future years what do you mark ? 
If now there are too many, what would be 
If the next year an average growth should see ? 

Grub, planters, grub, at least grub half the ground, 
And with success men think you would be crowned; 
What goodly fields of plenteous com would wave. 
And from the jaws of want the people save ! 
And if returns are smaller, yet they're sure, 
Without one half the expenses to endure ; 
Or follow the employment of old Cato's, 
Sow turnips, mangle-wurzle and potatoes, 
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And sell them to the Irish— if they'll pay^ 
And if they wont, then sell them as you may. 
Don*t leave the suhstance for reflection's shade. 
Hop planting is a mighty, fearful trade ; 
It may smile on ye with a witching gaze, 
Or on your hearts may strike dismay, amaze I 

Look on the way of life, ye planter-men, 
What see ye there ? what right well do ye ken ? 
Which weigh the heavier, the bright and fair, 
The happy sunshine or the clouds of care ? 
For one small hour of joy, how many tell 
The misery poor mortals know so well. 
For one truefriendf how many foes surround ! 
For one kind word, how many dark abound I 
But then youll say, It might have been, '* ah ! might" 
How oft you leave us in a woful plight I 
Ah ! gentle hope, thou art the latent spark 
That kindles o'er the weary and the dark 
Fair, trustful, holy is thy blessed ray. 
Love laughs in joy beneath thy joyous sway ; 
Thou smilest on the high-bom in their mirth, 
And scomest not we lone ones of the earth. 
Shine on, bright hope, but ah I lead not astray 
These planter-men, with thy too brilliant ray. 
Full frequently thy star gleams to mislead 
And lures poor mortals on to want and need. 

And now one other thing we have to say ; 

We heard a gentleman the other day 

Laugh, that the small shop-keepers should presume 

To dabble in a trade, that must consume 
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In one blank year their average gain of five, 
Hard as they may work on, or stoutly strive. 
Why will they seek for that they can't attain ? 
Why risk redity for chance of gain ? 
For chance is like imagination^ 
It does not stop for calculation, 
But woos men on to desolation I 
Let plumbers mend the windows others break ; 
Shoemakers glory in the shoes they make ; 
Bland drapers serve with zeal and would-be ease 
And deftly strive their customers to please ; 
Let poets write, and millers grind their com 
And do their best each station to adorn. 
But never let a heart for hop-ground hanker 
That holds not a good balance with its Banker ! 



£ have been friends of old, my papers, I and ye, 



Y f We have trudged along together through joy and 
misery; 

And now an unbefriended book I launch ye on the world, 
To meet the scorn and irony that may at it be hurled; 
Yet go away, my little book, and tell the courteous men 
Who smile at thy simplicity, thou*rt from a youthful pen 
That perchance may please them better if they let it write 



CONCLUSION. 




again. 



EMILY. 



C. Whittingham, Cbiswick. 
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